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The Old World
Maria Takolander 
Winterȱshrinksȱtheȱworldȱtoȱaȱsnowȱglobe.ȱȱ
Theȱbarnȱkeepsȱtheȱclovenȱcreaturesȱ
outȱofȱdeath’sȱlitter.ȱȱ
Thenȱtheȱsnowȱbeds.ȱȱ
Seeȱtheȱweightedȱboughsȱofȱtheȱfirȱtrees;ȱ
theȱclothȬboundȱbirch.ȱȱ
Whitenessȱhasȱswallowedȱsound.ȱȱ
Look:ȱthereȱisȱaȱlineȱofȱsmoke,ȱlikeȱaȱmyth,ȱȱ
escapingȱfromȱtheȱchimneyȱofȱtheȱbunkeredȱhouse.ȱ
ȱ
* * * 
Summer’sȱstreamȱisȱsomewhere,ȱbutȱyouȱcannotȱseeȱit,ȱ
forȱtheȱstickyȱgrass;ȱ
theȱtreesȱlavishȱwithȱmosquitoes.ȱ
Itȱfeedsȱaȱswampȱwithoutȱaȱname.ȱ
Onȱaȱforestȱrock,ȱmarbledȱwithȱtheȱslimeȱofȱhistory,ȱ
thereȱstandsȱanȱelk,ȱȱ
suddenȱasȱaȱstorm.ȱ
Seeȱhowȱtheȱsunȱburnsȱallȱnight,ȱlikeȱaȱpromiseȱȱ
ofȱtheȱendȱofȱtheȱworld.ȱ
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